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SCENE I. A Village with the Doctors Houfe on one : 
. Side a Cottage a an the other. Polly and ber Mother - 


: - a 
coming out. Rp he 1132 @ MIS 4 
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Poly. Pray, mother, do not ſcold me dont 1 
5 'l not have Doctor Lotion, that I wont. 85 
th. How, Miſtreſs Pert, I think you very bold. 
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A PILL on Tax DOCTOR: 


SONG. Pol LY. 


How wretched the fate of a maiden muſt E | 


Scarce out of her teens, ere ſhe weds ſixty-three : 
She knows not, poor creature! what tis ſhe's about, 5 


But finds herſelf nurſe to both palſy and gout. 


! 


All day he's a raving with gout's acute pain, 


And will always for ſomething or other complain : 


At night, his ſtrong opiates deprive him of life: 
He's a pretty companion, indeed, for a wife ! 


But give me my ſailor, the pride of my heart, 


Our love will be mutual, we'll each do our part : 


Should I wed Doctor Lotion, this never can be; 
Who has palſy and gout and is turn'd fixty-three.. 


RECITATIVE. 


Polly. Beſide you know you promis'd me and Ben, 


bf 


We ſhould be marry'd when he came again. 
I hear the ſhip's come back, nay more. 
That he's expected every hour on ſhore. 


Math. Why fure the girl's diſtracted, paſt all cure, 


To throw herſelf away on one ſo poor. 


80 [Goes off. 


Polly. What though he's poor, I know he'll do his 


beſt, 
And love will give our homely meals a zeſt. 


SONG. 
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When poverty ſent my dear Ben to the ſea, _ . 
He yow'd he'd be conſtant and love none but me, 
He preſt my hand gently and figh'd out adieu; 
Tears flow'd from my eyes while I ſobb'd I'll be true. 


The boat bons him off and the ſhip Cail'd away, 
And left me behind for my ſailor co pray. L 


May heav'n in ſafety the dear youth reitore, 
J aſk not for riches, nor any thing more. 


PEO, TE 89 [ Goes ff. 
SCENE II. Avother Part of the Village. Ben and 
William meeting. Ben in a aber S: dreſs, William | 
in a ſmock-frock. | 


| aver ating 
Will. What! Ben! 1 900 
Ben, — — What! Will! my deareſt friend. 
But this diſguiſe, (taking hold of the frock.)) _ 
pray what does it portend? 


Will. Fon tell you by and by : but what ſucceſs ? 

Ben, I cannot tell how much: ſo you may gueſs. 
We ſailors ne'er have time to count our ſtore 2 
I've got ſix hats full, I believe, or more. 
Doſt want a hatful, ſpeak man, if you do: 
I've got enough to ſerve my Poll and you. 

: A 3 | Will. 


SR" 


A PILL ron r DOCTOR: | 
Will. I'm much diſtreſt: 
BB. Then TI go fetch the ſtuff... 
__ e dee rn (RON - 
| Will. Stop: that's not what! want, I've goldenough. 
_ 0 „ | | 1 
3 ia Wage. tec; +. 
ö Before I knew this rural part, 1 # 
„ ö Each maid alike I lovd; _ W's, 
3 Each ſtrove to gain my rambling heart, - 
| And as ſucceſsful provid. _ 6 1 
WW Then could J praiſe each blooming is, 
= Admire both brown and fair; 
So trifling love then ſeem'd to be, 
„ It was not worth my care. 
But when I bluſhing Lydia ſaw 
Triumphant tread the green, : 
I ſoon was bound by Cupid's law 
| To hail her beauty's queen. 
My thought no longer wanton roves, 
eren. a 
Ah! would ſhe take a heart that loves, 
And join it to her wn. A 
RECITATIVE. 
Zen. ( Laughing. And fo mou 're caught. 
Vill. 1 am, I own it. 
Ben. Give me your hand. But, ſay, does Lydia 
know it? 
3 8 = Will. 


0 In TRIPLE. WEDDING. 9 
mil. Too well ſhe knows her influence o'er my mind. 


Ce Ti 


/ She takes me for a ſervant on the ſame. 

I wiſh to gain her love before I'm known. 
Ben. Your ſcheme is good; and 'tis juſt like my own. 
| Poll thinks I'm poor: Lyd thinks that you re 


3 
. But come, bear on, and we'll go rouſe the 
game. | 


* . * * — — 
. 1 . 79 8 3 ; . * 
wv . . | : ; 3 > T 82 
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The Scene changes, « and diſcovers Poll ly and Lydia fitting 
on each Side the Cottage-Door, ſpinning. William 
and Ben at a Diſtance. | Lydia ſings as 5 fallaws. 


SONG. LYDrr A. rn 


How Tweetly William tells his tale,  - 
And tries my heart to move! 2 

My eyes the fecret will reveal; N 
My bluſhes ſay I love. 

But, though my looks ſo plain declare 

Ihe tumult of my mind, 

My forward tongue cries out, forbear 8 
And words appear unkind. 1 


always e Ne, but yet I think her kind. 
Since you've been gone, to this eſtate I came: 
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''Y A b ron rur DOCTOR: 
Tere 4 4's A 
He ane while ho urges love, ee 
And ſoftly does complain 
I often do his ſuit: reprove 
I 0 hear him plead again, 
When he is abſent, then 1 vo.]. 
Next time Ill not deny: 
Were the dear youth but preſent now, 


I think 1 ſhould comply. 


Enter "Dorothy » (crying,) from the Doctor's Houſe. 


RECITATIVE. Dorothy. . 


Pray, Miſtreſs Polly, tell me, is it true, 

That Doctor Lotion ſays he'll marry you? 
I'm ſure tis very wicked if it be, 

For ten years back he always promis'd me, 


: | And, till he got his will, did al ropleaſe,— 


£ 1 i 
. = :4 
A 


Polly. How, Dolly, is it ſo? 
Dorotiy. ..... Indecd it is. 


SONG. Doxornx. 
He promis d he'd marry me if I'd conſent, 
And as how that I never ſhould live to repent ; 
. Then ſwore till I came to his plan; 
Told me I ſhould have ſilver and gold in my purſe: 
But, inſtead of all this, T've been ten years a nurſe 


To this wicked, this wicked, old man. | 
| When 


bs Ai. 


With a cane, and he makes a moſt terrible rout; - 


oy 


— 4 


on, Tus TRIPLE WEDDING. Ko J} 


% 


# {7 


When he's in a paſſion, he beats me about | 15 


Ihen I get out of ſight if I can; 
muſt come when he calls, 5 
For the ſwears and he bawls : — . 


Indeed he's a wicked old man. No” : I 
>», 12 2 RRCITA TIVES. 2 


Polly. Well, ſince tis fo, I think our ſcheme mult be 
To make him marry you inſtead of me. 


Lydia. How will you manage that? | | | : 
Pally. — - oh! very well: | 
- Our ſize, ſo much alike, he cannot tell. — 
Some clothes, the ſame as mine, Doll ſhall 
put on ; | | ; 


And, as the Doctor will be here anon, 
I'll give conſent, but ſay it will conceal 
My bluſhes at that time, and wear a veil. 
Doll, wait within till we come back again. 
Exit Dorothy. 
Now we'll go meet my poor but faithful Ben. 5 


Ben and William come forward; William takes Lydia Eg, 
.and Ben Polly by the Hand, and come forward. — 
Ben ings. 


* * - 2 
+ 

- . 
: 

Y - # 


Ben, 


. 


AL von zu DOCTOR? = 


soNG. Bin. | 


| Behold" your Faith Jt, Ben, 
No more to leave his love again, | 
Returns, dear girl, fs». 
No more my heart for conqueſt burns, 
But to my charming Polly turns 
With love that's juſt and true. 


1 * 


When cutting through the curling ſurge, 
When thund' ring guns the battle urg'd, 
Twas love diſpers'd my fears: 
And ſoon we let th'inſulters know 
How Britiſh ſailors treat a foe l 
That calls them from their dears. 


I've ſpoil enough to deck my girl; 
You ſhall your ſattin ſails unfurl : 

To church let's haſten then. | 
The parſon there our hands ſhall join, 


And make you, charming Polly, mine, 


To bleſs your faithful Ben, 


RECITATIVE. 


Yes, yes, my girl; 1 m rich : as any Jew ; 


And, were it more, tis well beſtow'd on you. 
Fill, But where's this De 66 for we heard the plan, 


And will aſſiſt you in iz all we can. 


Polly, 


Fees 
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' Os, Tur TRIPLE WEDDING. 
Z is That's him: and let us hide ourſelves a Bae 
| EY 7 , if we re ſeen, will the nee ſpoil. 


5 „ All ęo F. 


Euter Doctor Lotion, and Peſt, bis Man, from the © 


5 25 Doctor a Houſe ; ; the. Doctor having ſome Papers in 


bit Ed, 7715 giving the Doftor bis Hat and cane. 


8 
1 


. © RECITATIVE. | 


Dor, lr Harrbws wife have bann of Peru. s 

Peſtle. But Goody Slop? © 

Do#or. — — With her what Wal I do i * 
Oh! ! give her water-gruel quantum fuff. 

Pele. Hoy much, 1 

Docfor. . Dam'me, till ſhe has enough. 

Poſte, And, Farmer Clodpole, doctor, who lives near, 

b 1 95 Complains of heart-burns; but indeed J hear, 


# #4 


That in deſpair he quits his plough and cart, 
And love, if any thing, burns in his heart. 
Dear Ah ! Farmer Clodpole is a fooliſh elf: 
Zounds! if I could cure him, I'd cure myſelf. 
But love's ſo far beyond the doctor's fkill, 
It never yet was cur'd by purge or pill. 
For I, like him, was one time briſk and jolly, 
N thus am waſted * my love for Polly. 
AVIS, [ Exif into the Cottage. 
2 Tow love for Polly i is a fooliſh notion; 
of you, I m ſure, the'd have a ſickly potion. 
T'% . 282 „ And, 
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„ A PILL ten zun DOCTOR: 


And, tho' of Dorothy you've. had your will, 


I'll match her cunning 'gainſt yout utmoſt | 
ſkill. 


SONG. PzsTLE. 3 5 0 


Though my maſter's in ſearch of a lovely young tit, 
I'd have him take care that the biter's not bit, 


For I know Doll has been with the proftor; 
And poor Dorothy's cunning will play him a trick, 
For, juſt like the old gemman, ſhe'll come in the nick, 

And will prove a queer pill for the doctor. 


. ſure he's expert in . and pills, 
Has an antidote noſtrum for all human ills, 


* 


But Dame Nature his arrogance ſoon will reſent, 


And will make Maſter Lotion moſt ſorely repent, 


With a conjugal pill for the Doctor. 


But, if Dorothy's ſcheming ſhould haply ſucceed, 
His madneſs will make him purge, vomit, and bleed, 


' The good parſon, the clerk, and the prodtor ; ; 


While th'exciſeman, the N the blackſmith, 


and ſquire, 


| T he brewer, the baker, ws beadle, al crier, 


Will all laugh at the pl for the Doctor. 
[Exit . 


Re. eurer Doctor Lotion and Polly. : 


And has ſpurn'd at Dame Nature and mockt her; ; 


oo” 3 


n 


* 


* 
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SNG. Docrox Lorion, + 


| Oh! Poll, I love you more than fee, 


Than giving pill or potion ; 
Then take my Hand 5 and marry me, 
Your, own dear Doctor Lotion. 


My breaſt is quite inflam'd, my dear; 
I'm in a ſtrange commotion. 
Say but the word, and do not fear 


Your conſtant Doctor Lotion. 


9 a 8989 * * 


My RS beats bib do then comply, 


And ſtop this burning motion: 


For, if you don't, full ſoon muſt die 
Your faithful Doctor Lotion. 


What pleasure . to church you're led 


* 


S8o much for your promotion! 


And, when we both are put to bed, 
I.! be your Doctor LœæiIo.oI] 


Ao - [Polly whiſpers the Doctor. _ * 


+ 


RECITATIVE. 


Doctor. A veil !—-my charming Polly, I conſent, 
Polly. Then I eee 


Doctor. 


# 


And ſo we're all content. 
[ Exeunt. 


Re- 


K PILL; ron THz DOCTOR: 


Re-enter William, teading Lydia. Ben at a Diftance. |. 


* +48 


_—_ | _ . Peru e . 

Oh! were it poſſible to tel! - OE 
= The Porr of my Wear B 1 
_ With pleaſure I could ever dwell _... 
3 On that delightful "HT . 
| | Where your ſweet voice affail'd my ear, 
And huſh d my fta to reſt. e 9 
. I heard what baniſh'd all my care: 2. 
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| Polly comes in, and Ben comes forward. 
3 e . -- © |: 


Ben. How goes it on? d'ye think you ſhall ſucceed? 

Polly. The parſon's gone for. „ 

Lydia. — - [ he ſo indeed? 

Polly. Yes; Doll receives them at the garden-door, 
And brings the Doctor when the wedding's 


o' er. 


Enter Mother. 
A1 


1 Were can my teizing daughters be? 4 
EN Where are ye both? Oh me! oh me! 


Don't 
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5 Don- 1 ye hear your mother call 4 
* 


2 Polly! Lyd !—in vain 1 bawl, I 
I The ſpinning-wheel they'ye quite forgot, | 
And for poor me care not a jot. 


I heard that Ben's 3 from ſea, e 1 
That daughter Lyd, and Dorothy, 


And Polly too, had ſweethearts met: | 
Oh! how theſe girls do make me fret! I | 


 ._ "The ſpinning- wheel they've quite forgot, 
And for poor me care not a Jjot. 


RECITATIVE. - | 


Mother Hey age what's here? a very fine to do! 
Who is that _—_ miſs, that ſtands by _ 


[To Lydia. 
Lydia. His name is William, ſervant to the ſquire. 


1> | Will. My name is Lovell, ma'am, if you'll enquire. \ 
[Here William throws off the frock, and diſcovers  _ 
7 rich aręß. ] = 
88 Mother What! our new  quire! — A 
_ iu. = Indeed the very ſame, =, 42. 
And hope my Ladle don't diſlike the name. Wl 
Dear girl, forgive me; this is my eſtate ; — 1 
I Qviſh'd not to be lov'd for being great. 5" 
. - Juſt ſo with me; for I've got ſtore of gold, | 
As much as in Your apron you can hold, | @#+ v3 


Mother. Enough, enough; girls, you'll in riches roll. 
I wiſh you joy with all my heart-and-ſoul. - 
Enter 


| [Enter Dotter hading. Doll out f the mae! : 3 


Doctor. Pull off y your veil, my life, my love, my dear > 
[ Doll pulls it off. 
Why, . and damn it! Doll, how came 
. you here? ; 
Dell. On theſe I came; [ frewing ber feet 51 I did, 
upon my life, | 
And am your moſt obedient 3 wife. 
Doctor. Oh! I could hang, or burn, or drown, myſelf, 
To think they've made me ſuch a fooliſhelf. 
Polly. Nay, prithee, doctor, do not ſtorm and rage. 
Doll's the beſt nurſe, and better ſuits your age. 
Will, And, ſince you can't get looſe, forget it all, 
And ſpend the day with us at Lovel Hall. 


F I N ALF. 


Wi l. Come, come, let's haſte to Lovell-Hall; 
The feſtive board waits for us all. 

The parſon there his grace ſhall ſay, 

| And this ſhall be our wedding-day. 


Will. No more ſhall T my Lydia doubt. 
Lydia. Nor I afraid of ſpeaking out. 

Will. Through life ſhall time glide ſmooth away, 
Both. And i joy crown this, our wedding - day. 


Ben. No more Tu croſs the raging ſea, 
Polly, No more, my Ben, I'll part from tha. 
Ben. 


oon, Tur TRIPLE WEDDING. 17 

Ben. But, toils forgot, 
Polly. But, fears forgot, 
Both. And love ſhall crown our wedding- day. 


ell dance and play, 


Mother. My joy's ſo great, it draws my tears ; 

1 ſoon ſhall loſe a mother's fears, 
Then, age forgot, I'll ſing and play, 
And bleſs my children's wedding-day, 


Doctor. Well, Dolly, ſince you are my wife, 

: Let's try at leaſt tq baniſh ſtrife. 
And with the reſt we'll ſing, and ſay, 
This alſo is our wedding-day. 


All. Came, come, let's haſte to Lovell-Hall ; 
The feſtive board ſhall welcome all, ; 
We'll dance and ſing, and laugh and play, 
To celebrate this happy day, 


A DANCE. 


